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PALMISTRY AT COWES. 

Despite the fuct that palmistry has been declared illegal, Poor Pa has determined to try his own hand at it, as well as the hands of other people. 
Disquising himself in a sort of magician’s robe, an air of mystery and a false beard, he coolly proceeded to monopolise the beach at Cowes on Monday last. 
His first victim was a young lady of rather prepossessiny appearance ; so on her holding her hand out for inspection, he immediately kissed tt. Unfortunately 
the youny person’s husband objected. Ruclions ensued, and my unfortunate Parent’s head would now form an excellent study for a phrenologist.”—Toortsie. 


A SIMPLE TRADE. A PROFESSIONAL ASSASSIN. 


Sarre. 


Its very sad! A fine, st. i ‘a “ -fini 1? illing will b ffi- © Did the old josser part with any brass, Chokey ?” * 
rapping, stalwart fellow A brass-finisher, cli? And a shilling will be te enone ; ib : fue when suddenly he seized the old man by the throat, threw 


“Sou to be ont of work! What's your trade, cient capital to evable you to start for yourself?) Well, “Yus, enough for ‘arf a gallon. Come an’ ‘elp me to 


WY Buod wan = come, you shall have it. finish it.* him to the ground, and throttled the life out of bin This 
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done, he dragged the poor old blind woman from her bed by the 
hair and battered out her brains with a footstoul. He then ran- 
sacked the house and made off with thirteen florins. 

Ten davs after the Esongrad murder, Gyémber killed and robbed 
anold woman in her own house, this time using a hatchet ; and in 
November he committed his second double murder at Kistelek, his 
Vietim= being an innkeeper and his wife, 

On cutering the bar-room Gyémber ordered wine, and soon 
bean te joke and chaff with the people of the house, and even. 
tially after supper was ecu onunedieet with a bed for the night. 
When oll was quiet, he crept_on tip-toe to the room oceupied by 
the innkeeper and his wife, both of whom he brutally murdered 
With ahatehet. His sway, this time, amounted to ten florins, At 
his trial, his counsel asked if he would have killed them had they 
given him the money of their own accord, “Yes.” replied the 
rufiian, "in order that they should not inform against me.” 

His sixth victim was a woman, whom he first attncked with a 
hatehet, but eventually finished off with a log of wood, and robbed 
her of a quantity of clothing, In the April of 1889 he attempted 
towurder a woman whom he found alone in her house with two 
children, He attacked her with a hatchet, but she bit his arm and 
raised an alarm, which compelled him to take to his heels. He 
enliuly confessed his intention of murdering her, but she, aftera 
long illness, recovered, He added, however, that he did not touch 
herchildren, as he had pity on them, The judge remarked that, 
on this occasion, he had not adhered tothe pe of his master. 
Givémber, shrugging his shoulders, replied, “ Well, you know, at 
such atime vou cannot think of everything.” 

This monster of iniquity displayed great fondness for his mother 
and for his young wife, to whom he had been married a short time. 
° e . . e e 
LAITIST NOOS, 

mean billium ar gettin desprit. 

on nite this weak the totterin fabrick av cum ome with a emty 
pockit. 

eveliny keep er saivins at the post orfiss. 

we ar stoni. 

butt a deddli plott iss a atchin. 

if itt fale orl iss ore. 

CNert week, Gretna Green.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


=e 

sce needled W's-tat ih wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped cnrelope large enough to containthe 
contributions submitted, Vo not inclose louse stamps. 


Quite impossible, Miss Brewster; We hare other things todo, 
Rather risky, WALTER SHERWIN ; They could alwaya come on 
nou, No, it devan't matter, MAGGIE. Very sorry, FL 8. Low, 
You must please yourself, A NEAVER: ALLY really docan't know, 

‘very clever, RICHARD ARCHER, But wwe cannot spare the apace, 
Why not advertise, then, DOUBTYUL? Jts a most deserving case, 
Rather sultry, LATTLE TOMMY. Plenty of em, BOY FroM CLARE, 
Sorry that we must decline it, Though if'a cery amart, Miss WARE, 
Net atall, AS OLD SUBSCRIBER: Yiatre the Law upon your side, 
To the last agreement, JAV¥A, You must really now abide, 
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PARIS: 
On sule at all Kivaqures and Dovksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
apeeiai arrangement at eur 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rut DE LA BANouUr. 


EIGHT CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will he paid ta the nert-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty covepted ), who shail happen to meet 
with hisor her death in’a Railway Accident, in any part of 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current teaue of 
* ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deecaacd at 
the time of the Accident,“ ALLY SLOPER'’S HAt¥-HOLIDAY” ia 
published throughout the United Kingdom ecery Wednesday after- 
nornat Le'clock, and the Inaurance laste one week from that time, 
expiring at 1 o'clock the following Wednesday afternoon, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—_—e— 


Street Neqro Entertainment. 
First Nigger. Bones, we'll make a church collection this time. 
Tiystander, What is a church collection? 
Wager. It means going round before the end of the hy mn—song 
T wnean—so that folks are not so likely to run away when they see 
us coming. Thank you, sir. ee 
* 


Pillinga, What sort of a man is Gutling? 

° Benge: Quict ; very quiet; but there's more in him than you 
think. 

Pillings, That's impossible. He sat opposite me at a Press lunch 
this morning, and he put away two helps of fish, three of poultry, 
and two of meat, besides =weets and cheese, and I'll swear he has 
no room for anything else. es 

. 


Buffer. Coming over to the archery ground? There's to be a 
women’s shooting competition. 

Dutter, What women are they going to shoot?) Do you think 
there'd be any chance if 1 brought the wife? 

25° 
How strange that women rarely till 
The soil, because ‘tis plain to see 
The greatest study of their lives 
From girlhood up is husbandry. 
| 
* 

She, Do you remember how silly you were before we were mar- 
ried?) How you used to keep on kissing me, when we were alone 
together! 

We. Not so silly as you think, my dear. That was only to pre- 
vent you talking. * 


New Vicar, And what does that interesting looking little woman 
in black do for a living? 

Churchwarden, Oh, she takes in lodgers. : 

New Vicar (absently). Dear, dear! How one may be deceived 
in appearances. I should never have thought her guilty of taking 
in anybody. ** 


Tue other day a brown looking young man entered the Sloper 
Aris, and calling for two pennyworth of Scotch, drank it, and 
placing sixpence on the counter wax about to walk out, when the 
bernan said, * Your change, sir.” “Oh, thank you,” answered the 
customer; “I've only just returned from Brighton, and down 
there—" “I know,” said the barman, sympathetically, “I've 
been there. Good morning.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 487..-The “Southport Bathing” Costume. 


“Won't ye take me arram, star- 
lint?” “Shure, an’ Oi'd loike to, 
Moike, avick ! but Oi'm afeard it's 
beyaut me boight.” 


They have finished thetr tennis, Lut the 
game is still LOVE, 


Johnny. Mrs, Snacker paid me a great compliment to~lay, mother. 
Pond Mother, Ah! she’s a nice woman, Johnny, wonderfully sensible, too ! 


Johnny. Yes: she sald she couldn't make out how it was you came to have 
such a nice little boy. 


“Why do they want to keep 


the grass off, grandpa? It won't 


FANCY R.A. PORTRAITS. 
No, 4.—Mill. eh? lnrt anyone, will it?” 


age 


(Saturday, August 26, 1593. 


THEY had been quarrelling the whole way down in the tr: 

s ain, anc 
had said such things and made such a disturbance, that on ene 
at their destination, they thought it only right to make some sort 
of apology to their fellow traveller. “1 hope we haven't upset vi: 
with our little misunderstanding?” said the man, “ but——" “Nut 
in the least, interrupted the other man. * Pray say no more. 1', 
married myself. Se eas 

s 


Jones, Now, please don't mention my name i i i 
the story I've just related to yqu. De eee eon 
_ Reporter, All right, I'll just say that I heard it from the bicw.+ 
liar in the town, icy 
Jones, For heaven's snke, don't say that! People are so censors... 
and they'll sure to pitch upon me. : 
ss 


AT 8 they called him Willie : 
At 12 they called him Will; 

At 16 he was Billy! 
At 20 just plain Bill. 

His mother “ Willied" him always 
Her strong love to evince; 

His father willed him nothing, 
And he’s been billed ever since, 


- : ° 
Working Man. Look here, mate, we hear a lot about this Too ‘TI 
Option ; now what is it?) What will it mean, if we ever do haves! 
Local Optioniat: (triumphantly). ItV mean that it. wil! be 
optional whether you drink water or go without. 


. * * 
Tymphine, 1 say, Scribbles, who do you consider the clevcrest 
and most celebrated novelist of the day? 
Seribblea, Well, you see, I don't call myself a novelist ; I'ma 
short-tale writer, ee 
s 


Norall. In New York, it’s all trams, you know; they have no 
"busses. 

Rluffet. They have one ‘bus that they've made fuss enough over 
this vear, 

Newall, Which ia that ? 

Bluffet. Columbus, ae 


Pedlar, Vve got a wonderful face powder, here, mum, guirantesd 
pure, and—but, I'm afraid Pve made a mistake in calling here. niin, 
you evidently don’t want any, your complexion is far too good. 
Woman of House (amirking), Never mind, poor man, El! take 
sixpenny worth, itll do for the children, 
. 


= 

The Otiee Bore, Hallo! old man, How are you? I've been 
away fora week, 

Orerrcorked Editor, Oht ah! yes. [should goaway for another, 
if | was you. It will do me good. 

The Ofiee Rore, Do me good, you mean, 

Orerworked Editor, No, U don't. Tineant what T said. Good 
morning. This is press day, you know, You must excuse me, 


. 

SoME flows are awfully inconsistent in their conversation, 
For instance, | heard young Quatfer exclaim, the other afternoon— 
that day when it was so warm, you-remember—" Vin wet throush 
with perspiration and as dry asin limekiln !” 


, + . Ld . : . 
Young Simple, Weowaa unkind of her, wasn't it now?) Im sure 
you wouldn't eall mea fool to my face, would you! 
Pretty ear, Olt no, Mr. Simple—not to your face, 
Led 


THE flowers that bloom in the spring. tra-la! 
Have nothing to do with the earth; 

They bloom ina milliner’s shop, tra-la! 
And cost fifty times what they're worth, 


* 
Young Man, The girl at that port oftice is flirting the whole tin: 
she is doing her business ; IT call it shameful, 
Young Woman, 1 should say it. was very clever, and I don't <1. 
pose for a moment you could do it, 


Pd . . 
Spiffer. Oh, go on. Even Simple says you're the bizgest as 
he knows. 
Spa fier, Come, come, that's impossible ; why, he knows you! 
ss 


De Boozer, Just deen into the Gaiety and met four fellows 1 
knew, and hanged if they didn't all ask me to beer with them. 

Fricnd, And which did you drink with? 

De Boozer (with look of acorn). Why, with cach, of course. 


s 
Friend (to Ricyliat). Hallo, Scorcher! Hada good ride? 
Scorcher. No, indeed! Beastly spin! Haven't even knocked 
down an old woman. People are gettin’ so awful careful, there 
ain't no chance of a bit of fun, now. 


s 
Robinson, By-the-by, old man, do you keep a general servant? 
Walker. Never longer thana mouth, Do you? 


a 

Young Sharpahine, What is the meaning of “love-sick "? 

Old Sharpahina, That depends, my boy, upon whether it is need 
before or after marringe—before, it means “sick fur love" ; alter 
wards, it means “sick of love.” « « 

s 


The Idiot, What ia that tinplate fastened on to the front of the 
house for, to keep away a fire? 
The Ovencer, No, to keep away fire insurance agents. 


a 
ScENE—Owr facourite cheap Strand Restaurant, 

Customer, Here, L say, waiter, what on earth have you charged 
wre ee for chicken for, while on the Dill of fare it is only 
a. whee 

Waster. Why, sir, you remember you said you must have it 
fresh, or you would send it back. and of course we've got to chars: 
extra for anything like that, which is out of the common, i> It 
were. Thankee, sir. Good mornin’. 


“Pray, what is love?” Lasked a S13, 
Ripe in his years and wise with age. 
With learnéd speech hy vainly tried 
To tell, but left me mystitied. 


“ And what is love?” I asked of her 
Of whom I am a worshipper. 

“My answer.” she replied, ‘is this—” 
It was enough—a long, deep kiss. 


. 
Smith. Does your neighbour keep pigeons? 
Brown. wish to goodness he did. 
Smith, What do you mean? 
Brown, Why, he owns some; but as to the keep, that comes 
chietly from my garden! ee 
s 


It was acharity dinner, and our representative was late, but lie 
soon found some acquaintances among the reporters, and to ou 
he said. as he looked at the programme, “ How are the toasts going: 
“The Press was drunk ten minutes ago,” was the reply. “ Really, | 
remarked our young man. “I thought you looked as though you! 
had quite enough, but I shouldn't have thought you were drunk. 


Ewery Monday. One Halfponny- 


LARKS! 


Full of, Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET. LONDON F.% 


Yr 
Tits 


hattse 
Then 
port 
to go 

ser 
welll 
busin 
becom 
here 
bart 
Journ 
ure W 


peut 
‘ome 
foun 
of se 
disc 
whi 
cou 
it re 
Tl 
ficia 
rule 
cise 
Thay 
elegy 
ther 
men 
SWil 
don 
the 
soe 
Tea 


ee 


Saturday, August 26, 1893. } 
TOOTSIE AT SOUTHPORT. 


—— 


Yrs, dears, here we are, Lardi Longsox, Tottie Goodenough, 
Tootsie Sluper, the Dook Snook, Lord Bob and the Hou'ble Billy. 
Yes, I said Bob. t 
seems we were wrong 
about Bob. Bob was 
innocent. The woman 
who accused Bob of 
stealing her purse sub- 
sequently found it on 
the mantelpiece at her 
lodgings, so Bob left the 
court without a stain on 
his character. 

“The wonderfully rapid 
growth of Southport in 
importance and beauty,” 
says the guide book, “is 
really | extrordinary.” 
The first horse was built 
in 1792, a8 you may read 
on the memorial, The 
founder of the town was 
one William Sutton of 
Churchtown, commonly 
known as the “Old 
Duke,” and the house he 
first built was received 
as an enterprise with so 
much scorn and derision 
that it was for many 
years known as “The 
Duke's Folly.” The 
house Sutton built was an inn. and it soon became very popular, 
Then more buildings arose, and now the population of South- 
port is forty thousand or 0, and as far as one is able to judge likely 
to go on increasing, 

Southport is too far off to get many London visitors, but 2 lot of 
ei eee Manchester men have houses here and go to and fro to 
business. As © place to spend the winter in Southport is highly 
recommended by the guide book, but. thank goodness, we are ouly 
here fora week. Not that there is not much to (sks in the place, 
but the fact is, us you know, dears, who have followed us upon our 
journey, We are not a merry family for long at a time anywhere, 
gre wel 

Here we b-gan rather badly—at least, Bob and Billy did—with 
acme at golt, during which Bob give Billy such an awful oner 
in the eve that Billy was quite doubled up, and was right off 
buna lugs for two whole days afterwards. Three days liter we 
hoa Billa race on the sands and beat him all to bits. He can’t run 
lornuts. Asa matter of fact the Honourable is getting into a bad 
yay. Theallowance he receives from his aunt is utterly inadequace 
tesnpport such a frameand with Bob keeping us so short at meals, 
it scenes likely that Billy will go intoa rapid decline, What we 
svildo with him, if he develops consumption, I don’t know, [in 
sure. Bob, to whom we broach the matter, says bosh, All Billy's 
consumption is in the way of Bath Buns—and in that direction 
Le undoubtedly is in the front rank, 


One in the eye. 


A race on the sands. 


It is now nearly forty sears ago since the first idea of a pier 

entered the heads of the Southporters, and some four thousind 
pounds were subscribed, but since then great things have been 
tione, and the pier now is a noble institution ; and there are to be 
found “ waitin-rooms, refreshment-rooms, sheltering-rooms, plenty 
of seats, and at the end a band stand, wherein sweet music is daily 
discoursed during the season ;” there is also a tramway on it, 
which is a great point, and evidently affords the Southporters a 
considerable amount of gratitication, judging from the patronage 
It reced ves, 
_ The Marine Park and Lake are very popular; the Inke is arti- 
ficial but the water is real, and parties enjoying boating may, as a 
rule, indulge in that pastime witout sea-sickness, as,except in the 
case of a very high tide, the Inke behaves herself in a lady-lake 
manner, Whereas the ocean wave is an element that can not be 
depended on, Also. 1 may add, quoting the good guide again, 
there are “in immediate proximity to it various forms of amuse- 
ment to be found upon the sands, such as switchback railways, 
swings, shoeting galleries. stalls, photographic establishments, 
donkeys, and all the oddities which go to the filling up of a day at 
the seaside. This ingenious guide pleases me muchly, I seem to 
see him flying with distended coat-tails down the giddy switcher ; 
1can imagine him, replete with ginger-pop, soaring heavenwards 
on the bilious swing. Again I see 
him and the Beloved One being 
photoed in a loving attitude both in 
the same frame, just as they are, for 
ninepence ; and once more on donkey- 
back urging madly on their wild 
career. 

There is, on excursion days, a big 
rollic on at Southport, and it is then 
that the Winter Gardens are at their 
best; and here once more I must 
quote when I say there are to be found 
“at any time of the year trees and 
planta and flowera in abundance; 
sculpture, paintings, theatrical perfor- 
mances, concerts, aquaria, and delight- 
ful proinenades.” It sounds a_ big 
mixture, but it can be taken a bit 
atatime. I should not, however, omit 
to mention the promenade also to be 
found in the same building. * This is 
the Southport Rialto. the place where 
the merchants and traders in’ small 
talk and the news of the day do 
mostly love to congregate ; a place 
of appointments. a rallying spot for 
groups of scattered friends, a favourite 
lounge in bad weather, a crush-room 
in connection with the theatrical and 
musical performances — in short, a 
place simply invaluable to the per. 
manent residents and temporary Visi- 
. tors to the town.” 

Sometimes there is a regatta at Southport. There was one 

While we have been here. and the Dook Snook climbed the greasy 

oe for a leg of mutton and—didn’t get it. We are getting up 
name, 


Up the pole. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


IN THE AFTER YEARS. 

Iw the blinding glare of that scorching August afternoon and the 
cab-yard in front of the Brighton Company's station at Victoria, 
stood Augustus Edward J. Guggvickar, all in rags. As the once 
proud and haughty man leant against an automatic butter-scotch 
machine and gazed at his broken boots, through which his warm 
toes protruded. he wondered whether there'd be anybody in the 
6.31 from Brighton with enough luggage to warrant him following 
the four-wheeled fever-box on the off-chance of a little light 
portering. 

The arrival of the 6.31 settled the question. 

A lady, thickly veiled. emerged from a “first with her maid, 
and called a “growler.” The cab drew up. Seven intelligent 
porters at once brought as many trollies laden with heavy articles 
of laxeage to anchor, and proceeded to pile their burdens upon the 
cab roof, 

The countenace of Augustus Edward J. Guggvickar brightened 
considerably, and he tightened up his carpet-list braces for a sprint. 
The veiled lady entered the cab; the maid. flinging a number of 
heavy purses to the porters, turned to the driver, and with one foot 
upon the step, said : 

“Goto the York and Albany.” 

And off the cab went. Now, everybody knows that only the 
most wealthy and exclusive people can afford to hang out in the 
vicinity of the well-known neck-washing establishment the maid 
had indicated ; therefore, Augustus was well justified in the wink 
and remark that he enpie to the yard policeman as the cal vacade 
started. “Nothink under a‘ sprat’ this journey!” said he. It’s a 
pretty good trot on a warm evening from Victoria to the York and 
Albany, but Augustus stuck to that cab, and at length, just as his 
parched tongue was about to drop out, observed with no little 
satisfaction that it rolled up to the door of a noble mansion. 

“Ere sar, Miss, I spotted yer fust,” he cried, as the lady and her 
maid descended, and, ata nod from the latter, began hauling and 
hiking the boxes up the front steps. As he dumped the last one 
down, just where it obstructed everybody's entrance to the best 
parlour, and, taking advantage of the maid's temporary absence 
whilst calling her mistress, dipped his tingers in the pockets of the 
macintosh cloak hanging on the hall-stand, the lady herself 
appenred—but with her veil no longer on. 

Vhy does she—whose dress we now observe ean not have cost 0 
stever less than two hundred guineas—turn deathly pale.and, with 
a sudden shriek, stagger back, clutching at the empty air for 
support?) Why? 

“ Augustus Edward John!” 

“Gladys Ernestine!" 

They had not met since they were divoreed—in 1884! He had 
subsequently * sone down,” She, with a woman's wit, had “ gone 
up. 

~ Augustus Edward, are you married now?” 

© Not me; are you!” 

“1 was. but Pinta widow again, The late lamented left me forty 
thousand and fourteen billions !" 

“Great Vanderbiit! Oh, how [ve always loved you, Gladys!” 

“Indeed? Have you given up the whisky habit?” 

“Entirely (for want of the two d to get it)—for your dear sake.” 

* 


* * J * e 

Subsequently the trunks were all carried upstairs, but not bs 
Augustus Edward J, Guggvickar. Certainly not; the intelligent 
reader will readily perceive the natural conclusion of this charming 
little romance, Of course, SLOPER’S only given it in “skeleton” 
—it wants resurrecting and writing up—or even dramatised. It is, 
therefore. not copsrighted, but may be recited or sung in any hall 
or place of entertainment in this or any other kingdom. Nocharge 


made. 
a e 


OUR CABMEN'S VIEWS. 


I. 
THOUGH certain cranks call free trade 
For trading folks 2 rare trade ; 
We beg to say, when re trade, 
We're quite content with “ fare” trade. 


Il. 
Some spiteful knaves would cabmen brand 
As boors of low degree, 
But let them please to understand 
They're wrong ax wrong can be. 
We're peers and nobles in the land ; 
‘or you may plainly see, 
When on our hackney stands we stand, 
That men of rank are we. 


Il. 
If every gent who rides a mile 
Had only gut the common sense 
To pay the legal fare, we'd smile, 
And touch a weather-beaten tile, 
And vex him not with liungunage vile, 
For the league-al fare is eighteenpence! 
IV. 
When Jupiter Pluvius out 
On this city his water-cart drains, 
All our troubles are put to the rout, 
For our living is earned by the reins. 


Vv. 
A publisher, forsooth! To old Barabbas. 
Mad Byron but been one of London’s cabbies, 
A more appropriate name had been applied. 
* Burnbbas was a Bilker!” he'd have cried. 


— 


SUNDAY EVENING THEOLOGY. 

It was Aunt Bumpinflounder's invariable custom on a Sabbath 
evening, when the cold mutton had been removed from the supper 
tub‘e and the whisky bottle placed handy at uncle's elbow, to dig 
out abstruse theological points upon which to harass the poor man, 
vrs a trying to size up the prospects of the turnip-crop in The 

eld, 

* John,” she would say, looking up from the good book and lay- 
ing her spectacles aside, “have you ever noticed how much the 
Bible says in favour of women?" 

ns would only sniff signiticantly, and she would commence 
afresh : 

“T always thought, John, that the Israclites kept their femininity 
in the background, but, if they did, the Bible, which is their his- 
tory. doesn't. Therefore—" 

“Therefore,” John would interrupt, taking up the thread, “it’s 
clear that the Israelites ‘knew a bit.! They were just about right 
ia eeauing, their women in the background ; that's where women 
Bhonuia ee 

“Ah, yea, John; that’s just like you—but, still, the Bible 
says— 

*Oh, I know what it says about women. Let’s see, there was 
Jezebel. she was a woman; then there was Mrs, Potiphar—”" 

* Barabbas was not a woman, though, John; neither was Ahab, 
nor Annnias, nor—" 

“That's just the point. The Bible isa history of mer. Women 
are mentioned only incidentally, as they had—they’ve always had, 
as far as that goes—intluence on the actions of men. The book 
says precious little about women, compared to what it does about 
men. If you don't believe what [| say—” 

©Oh! I do believe what you say, John, and, now that I come to 
think about it, there’s ove thing, at anyrate, it says about men that 
it does not say about women.” 

“Ah! I told you so.” (Brightening up.) “I thought sowd 
come to your senses at last, Mary. Now, to which particular 
passage in praise of men do you refer?" 

To the one, John, that says all men are liars!” 

Then he would cough ina satisfied way, and, putting on his hat, 
go out to see what kind of a night it was, 


Be 


AN EXPLODED THEORY. 


—~_— 


THE good ship Preeivsa was bravely cleaving her way thronch 
the phosphorescent waters of the South Pacific under the glariay 
tropical sky. 
panting and 

lowing as she 
went along like a 
giantess daughter 
of Vulcan = and 
niece to Neptune. 

Two passengers 
paced the saloon 
deck—a man and 
a woman, 

She was essen- 
tially a fine 
woman, Aristo- 
crat was written 
in every linea- 
ment of her hand- 
some face, every 
turn and motion 
of her statuesque 
figure, every tone 
of her exquisitely 
modulated voice 
spoke of patri- 
cian breeding. 

he was a 
woman of the 
utmost import- 


anc, 

The man beside 
her = was very 
small, except in 
one respect — his 
own estimation, 
wherein he would have assumed gigantic proportions. He carried 
a cane—a swagger cane. Tt was ditticult to determine whether 
there was more swagger about the cane or the descendant of Adam, 

They were talking of the gradations Gf the human: species, and 
the tenour of their joint opinion was that the ges home had as 
hiany varieties as any other; that certain classes were designed 
command and propagate commanders ; others to obey and t 
slaves, Of course they were agreed that they belonged to the other 
—that went without saying. Of the various strataot social geology 
they were the uppermost upper-erust. In fact, they were laument- 
ing the abolition of slavery. 

“Now, for instanee,” said the dapper little man, “there is that 
nigger fellow yonder, Nature intended him to bea slave—a hewer 
of wood, a driwer of water, Of what other use is he! Now, can 
it seriously be contended that that chap is in eveby sense of the 
word a fellow. 
creature! My 
dear Lady Gwen, 
nature teaches 
otherwise, We 
have thorough. 
bred horses, 
thoroughbred 
dogs, gaine birds 
and other birds: 
the racer of high 
blood and rare 
pedigree ; the 
draught — horse 
and the mule; 
we have beasts of 
breed and beasts 
of burden.” 


The nisger mised, 


heed that — the 
colossal Nubian 
was listening. 
He could not 
understand a 
nigger sean 
having feelings 
to wound. 

“See how in- 
stinctive it is for 
this class of man 
to obey,” he said, 
then swaggered 
across the deck 
to the Nubian, 
ordered him imperionsly, de<potically. to bring deck chairs. The 
man eheret without a word; the woman simpered ; the nigger 
mused, 


Told the niyzer tu pall harder, 


« * * * * * 

The Preciosa wasa grand ship, but the storm was too strong for 
her. When the typhoon had jassed, she lay on her beam ends a 
helpless, hopeless wreck. z 

And far away from any navigated course a boat drifted help- 
leasly. It had three occupants—the dapper little man, the woman, 
and the negro. They hal espied sAK ahead. The dapper little 
man tuld the nigger to pull harder. He obeyed. 2 

“ Obedience is instinctive in them,” said the white man, “just as 
authority is in us.” 

After weary hours they ploughed their way through the surf to 
the shore. The white man wasa trifle whiter, The nigger hauled 
the boat high and 


dry. 

Then the white 
woman asked the 
whit man." How 
are we to live?” 

That was a 
question he could 
not answer, 

Then the negro 
said, ** Dere am 
fowl tosnare, fish 
to catch, wild 
beast to kill, fruit 
to gather.” 

“Silence!” said 
the little man; 
“remember, you 
are a servant.” 

“Me no servant 
now, massa, 
Golly! me_ boss 
—you servant. 
You catch fish for 
mean’ missis, you 
build hut, you 
cook—" 

But the other 
raised a cane to 
strike him. Ina 
moment it was 
wrenched from 
his grasp, he him- 
self was thrown 
headlong to earth, stunned. breathless and aghast, and while he bit 
the dust the negro planted : foot on his ucck, sitying tu the wouate : 

“Him slave, me king, you queen.” 

And she saw that it was so. 

So that the theory as to breed, like many others, didn’t work out. 


” 


“Tin slave, me king, you queen.” 
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<— ca ‘ \ = . 
AG We: love, Making the runnin: 
> F down here at Scarborough with the her to 
eizhty thomaand, and heres my w et 
ec “Come on out, Ethel; it’s lovely amd cool.” “ What, and spoil my new betrothed writing to say he’s coming down tr 


Arturs Woe. Artist’s models? No, thank 
you, Lalways sit ty him myself. 


bathing dress, all the way from Paris? You must think I'm crazy, 


munth, What shall Ido ?"°—Letract prom hte: 
Th» course of trae love aever did run smoot. Edith.” 


uf Young Lady 


68 Mice Sluper will he deliahted to receive photographs from thove 
vt her trends whose portraits have net yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE’'S FRIENDS. 


No, 861.—MIss QUEENIE CAMERON, 
“A passion snch as miue brooks no denial."— = The Dovk Savel, 
“ Beauteous ! sast one word of hope.” — Lord Bob, 
* 4 lovelicr maiden ue'er cuthralled my heart.“— Zhe Hon. Billy. 


(1) “Dear Ebler,” said the new Bung, “let me introduce to yer 
notice me famous neatsfvot whisky, it’s perfect, and——“ 


OISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—E. G. BANKS, Esq. 
. re 


i 


QQ) When A. SLoPER made up his mind to interview Mr. FE. G. Banks, the (for 
many years) talented scenic artist of the Gaiety—not to mention numerous other 
theatres and halls—dreams of a pleasant nature floated about his fertile brain ; he saw 
in that flashing, though, at times, tenderly languishing mind's eye of his a magnificent 
painting room, decorate in the Renaissance style at the theatre, and his dear fricnt 
at work on one of his beautiful scenes, attendel by two Gaiety boy assistants, the 
one holding the huge pallet, the other the brushes. But it was quite a different 
thing when the Eminent found Mr. Banks, attired in a kind of artistic beleown, 
hard at work in his spacious and business-like thongh gloomy painting room hard 
by, to which A. SLovER was directed by the stageloor keeper, A. SLOPER'S 
gentle ring was answered by a young man dressed in a kind of convict suit without 
the broad arrows (of those anon), and who, it appearel, was of gentle birth, but 
whom A. SLOPER took to be a seene-shifter at the very most. (2) “My card, 
fellow,” said he, with freezing hauteur. “What do you want of the governor, a 
drink 7" usked the assistant, who recognised him. * You'll get nothing but tea here.” 
“ Fellow !" repeatel A. SLOPER, “do my bidding; take that to your employer, or by 


(2) But the Fider clanked the door, and Bung shrieked, “AI ram it 
doon yer throat yit, ye crabnused hypocrit.” 


my halidom-— -" The assistant appeared to quail, and vanished. Then A. SLorri: 
heard a soft voice—it said, © Tell him I'm busy.” That was enongh, he waited ty hear 
ho more, but stepped in, “ Banks!" criel A. SLOVER, extending his hand with th at 
bonhomie of Which he is a master—t3) Not another word was spoken on eter 
side, With a wibl ery the scenie artist threw up his arms, then with an asliy 
acquired, no doubt, by watehing dear old Teddy Royce, ino the patiny the 
inwie a spring and disappeared through the “cut.” No matter!" cried A, Shortt. 
not easily foilel: “where is his friewl, Warren ? TM interview him.” 
laughter from the assistants marked his utterances, and they began hav 
time with the F. 0. M.-—(4) who, standing by chance near the windl 
raises and lowers the frame on which the scene is painted, ford timeetf in + 
twinkle suspendel in mid-air, and they wouldn't let hin down till he had promee! 
to put them on the H.-H. free list for life. Then they persuaded him te try bis bear 
on ascene, so he donned overalls and was about to commence, When they pacatet bin 
all over broad arrows—-(5) Ail turnet him louse iu the Strand, where be wag 
arrested by a pulicemau as an escaped convict. 


THE NEW NEATSFOOT WHISKY. 


(3) And the Elder repliel, “ Yell hae mony a saire heart (and heid) b¢fore we fire's 
settle that question, sonny.” —( Zo be continued.) i 
("We are afraid the New Bung has made a bad beginning.” — Ed, “ A. S, H.-H. 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Hullo. here, my Noble Patrons, this is a summery summer, if you like. Theatres and music. here was ao, we read, Exceptionally good indeed :—The scaside must be perfect bliss In such a 
halls are shutting up shop rapidly, nu one cag stand being baked. but your old friend is once again — warmish month asthia:— Twaslucky that this grace mistake Some life of ealerdid not take :— Yow d 
onthe spot with a high-class show, caol, well-ventilated, with sliding roof and icebergs scattered think that both of them were mad ; Lut, query, was it but an ad.:—A fog the steamers lights all hide 
wround to lower the temperature, Walk up, please :—The Juror felt a strong desire To boil the And causes tive pairs to eollide.—There you are, ladies and gentlemen, that ought to satisfy sow 
Parson vera fire:—He must be very sorry now, He got mixed up in such @ row :—The shooting Lemon squashes are tu be had inthe bar, Ta-ta.a—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


THE VENUS FLY-TRAP. 


* Ere, Tommy, ase trousers stretchers are you a Walking 
advertisement for?" 
SERVE 'EM RIGHT, TOO! 


“'Ere'’s a rummy go, farver—‘ere'’s our old cat’s bin an’ choked 
hisself a-trying to eat a leg orf wun o* them tender spring chickens ! 
Whatll Ido with it?” “Do with it) du with ity Why, shove 
the ‘ole lot inter the sansayge machine!” 


“You'd better not let me see you laughing !” 
(And there wasn't much tear of that you bet, Catch ‘em alive, ob} ALL ALONE, AND SUCH A NICE GIRL, TOO. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 
SOMETHING LIKE A WONDER! 

Tint dull seison is upon us at last ; everybody, figuratively 
speaking. has ted the town, and beside moor, mountain, and sea, 
are having as high an old 
time as they can. The news- 
papers are feeling it too. 
Already the wearied editor 
is hunting up his gooseberry 
yarns, and, even as we write, 
there is a rumour that some- 
body has caught a glimpse 
of the sca-serpent. But, 
bless you, that’s a wonder 
that's played out ages ago ; 
it doesn't stand 1» look in 
with the literary marvels of 
the century. When you 
can get sixteen solid pages 
of reading, three stirring 
serials, any amount of jokes, 
verses, anecdotes, and short 
stories—for one insignificant 
halfpenny, you have a won- 
der worth talking about. 
Quips is that wonder, ladies 
and gentlemen—Quips, the 
new halfpenny story paper, 
publish every Monday 
morning, at 9. in the Lane 
of Shoe. Don't forget it— 
have your money ready—be 
in time at all costs. It’s a glorious ha'porth. 


Sour: new flats, we hear, are to be constructed with pianos built 
in the walls, the use of which the tenant can have for half-a-crown 
a werk extra, The owners should reap a rich harvest. Only let a 
miserable married man with a musical wife move in there, and it 
won't be a month before he comes around and offers them pound 
2 month to have the piano fastened up, 80 that nothing less than a 
dynamite explosion will get it open, 

s 


THE Depreciation of Silver scems to be worrying them a bit in 
fin cial circles just now. We're not entirely free from a similar 
sort of complaint at 99. es 

s 


RAIN is scarce this tropical summer, but it’s very squashy 

st ccd, nevertheless. Lemon squashy—don't you see, stupid? 
ah! ee 
s 


A RECENTLY returned missionary stated the other day in the 
cour of one of the series of lectures he is giving throughout the 
principal towns in the provinces, ° 
that the natives of one isan 
where they touched would have 
given anything they possessed for 
the telescopes carried by the party. 
dust so, we don’t pretend todoubt 
the truth of the statement a bit, 
but beside the eagerness of the 
average seaside young man to 
possess himself of a twelve-horse 
power binocular or field glass 
when there's any bathing or pad- 
dling among the girls going on, 
the desire of these heathen savages 
pales into wretched miserable in- 
Significance. 9 » ; 

* 


THE Mildewed Mushroom has 
this day been pleased to confer 
the “Award of Merit” upon 
GornDon Hunter, because he 
looks so well after the Press at 
the Water Show. _“ Feyther.” 
chanted the Azure-Eyed, “don’t 
think I'm tryin’ to ovens your 
selection this week, which I‘ighly 
approve of, but, oh, feyther! fancy 
—only fancy—you havin’ the 
blessed cheek to go near a Water 
Show! Ifit had only beenaginand 
water ora whisky and water show 
now, | could have understood it, but pure water—I wonder you 
ain't ashamed to look at it.”. Then did the Mildewed arise in his 
wrath, and yet again have Alexandry's pants been sent out for 
repairs, ee 

s 


A PINK rat_ we see was recently sold as m greet rarity for £11. 
Thisix bosh. Both A. SLOPER and McGoosel ve seen hundreds, 
not only pink, but blue, green, yellow, striped and spotted, and are 
prepared to supply them wholesale on the most reasonable terms. 


s 
Ir is not true that the editor of Zarks! has appointed Billy 
Kennelman in Chief to the faithful Bocco. The Hon. says he 
wishes it was: even a dog's biscuit is not to be sneezed at in the 
present awful dearth of Bath buns, 


* 

THE Hampton Court Vine very recently claimed public atten- 
tion, and now a correspondent of the Daily Telegraph has dis- 
covered a Hampton Court cat, a vegetarian feline who, scorning 
the cats’-meat of commerce, supports nature upon a diet of raw 
scarlet runners, cucumbers, boiled carrots, and macaroni. Good 
old gooseberry season! *,° 


AT last the long-talked of transformation of the New Olympic 
Theatre into a “palace of varieties” is an accomplished fact, 
and the New 
Olympic 
Music - Hall 
will hence- 
forward be 
one of the at- 
tractions of 
the metropo- 
lis. There is 
nothing like 
making a 
good start, 
and the new 
venture is 
certainly to 
be congratu- 
lated upon 
having ac- 
complished 
this very de- 
sirable fact, 
and its pre. 
sent pro- 
gramme is 
one calcu. 
lated to lure 
everybody still in town within the newly-decorated house in Wych 
Street. Miss Burgoyne's realistic sketch, Vazeppa, is one. of the 
best things. and Miss Cora Stuart raises many ® laugh with her 
humorous trille, entitled The Auir Equest riennc, whilst Vesta Tilley, 
Tennyson and O'Gorman, Sam Torr, and numerous bright and 
shining stars, contribute largely to the hilarity of the evening. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Now then, all you provincial Inds and lasses who take an interest 
and delight in things theatrical, just keep your weather eye open 
for the advent of Mr. and Mrs. 
Clunn Lewis with their up-to- 
date and pleasingly varied 
entertainment. Mr. and Mrs. 
Cc. L. are ou tour now. and 
they're pretty certain to come 
your way, and when they do 
don't forget to give them a 
look up. Their show is really 
slap up, and no mnistake, 


THE disquieting rumour that 
became current one day last 
week to the effect that the 
members of the Ball's Pond 
Banditti had taken advantage 
of their trip to Hastings to in- 
dulge in a bath is, of course, 
wAbout foundation. The deeds 
of daring done by the ruthless 
gang is well known to all 
readers of that brilliant ha’- 
porth, Larks’ But hang it 
all.a bath! well. that’s expect. 
ing just a little too much pluck, 
isn't it! *,° 


THE report that Billiam 
Holland has insured the “ Slo- 
per Art Gallery.” now on view 
at the Winter Gardena, Black- 
pea, for £10,000, is a slight stretch of someone's imagination. 

fost likely A. SLOpEeR's. Anyhow, the drawings of the late 
W. G. Baxter are creating a young panic at the Billhullanderics, 
which, we are pleased and proud to say, is crainmed every day. 
Willum, here's our love to you, | 


s 
IMAGINATION is 2 powerful factor in a man's happiness. A pro- 
vincial theatrical manager, who cannot leave town this summer, 
sits in a hammock on the stage of his theatre, and has the scenes 
set to represent the seashore, the mountains, or the woods, just as 
his fancy dictates. In this way, the mountains are only two minutes 
removed from the sea, and there is no railway fare or board-bills to 


pay. 28 
. 


Now that Tommy Atkins has been allowed to appear in his shirt 
sleeves on parade, why not goa step further and serve out white 
ginghams to him during the continuance of the hot weather? It 
would be a delicate sort of compliment to the Commander-in-Chief. 


It is morally certain that the collier must be either a very illused 
and badly paid individual, or else an extremely discontented one ; 


he isso freauently aay 
onthestrike. We | COLUERIFES | 


don’t blame him ‘ i 

not a bit of it; \| STRIKE 
[evenly we be- f MEN Ye co uey 
ieve that a man 


who works, as he 
does, far away in 
the bowels of the 
earth, shut out 
from the blessed 
light and fresh 
nir, exposed to 
the many deadly 
perils of the mine, 
should bea highly 
remunerated per- 
son,receive ample 
compensation for 
his arduous toil. 
But no, the mine 
owner must keep 
his carriages, his 
yacht, his grouse 
moor, hishunters, // 
and the miner 
must keep his 
wife and family 
from starvation 
how he can. Oc- 
casionally the lat- 
ter revolts, as he 
is doing just now. 
starves while he does sv, and the coal consumer pays ten shillings 
a ton extra and calls the miner a lazy scoundrel. How long is the 
Coal War going to last? oe 
* 


The mine owner can afford to wait, the miner 


Mr. Sits REEVES, whose appearance at the Promenade Concerts 
is heralded, is to receive something like a thousand pounds for his 
ten appearances. At this rate his positive final and absolute fare- 
well will, like the proverbial brook, go on for ever. 


s 
A GEXTLEMAN, advertising in the Daily Telegraph, states that 
he wants apartments in the West-end, full board and no other 
lodgers, for £1 a week. Some people are so shocking lavish, aren't 
they? ee 
s 


THE tropical weather is causing any amount of people tocommit 
suicide in Paris. Here in London it's only engendering a rather 
deadly mania for long drinks. » « 

s 


ONLY 1 little while ago there was quite an outcry against the 
dangers to which ballet dancers are exposed through standing in 
their thin and usually some- 
what scanty clothing, exposed 
to the cold and draughts from 
the wings. Hard lines, we ad- 
mit, but unavoidable. and yet 
not entirely without its advan. 
tages. During the present 
summer the heat has been 
quite tropical at times, and 
many a sultry night the cos- 
tume of the ballet lady and 
the chorus girl must have 
been perfectly delightful, cool, 
Me ul, and eminently com- 

orting. *\° 


WE have authority for con- 
tradicting the statement that 
the Dook Snook will contri- 
bute a money article weekly 
to that coloxsal comic. Larks 
Snookr saves he'd take it on 
in a jiffy, but—this is strictly 
private, mind—he's n 80 
jolly stoney lately, he's quite 
orzotten what a fiver even 
feels like. “* 

s 


THR ever bright and cheer- 
ful Fred Everleigh, F.0.S., is 
raising many a hearty shout 
with his merry wit at the 
People’s Palace. Glasgow. Fred, rightly enough. thinks a lot of 
the Ancient, and the Ancient reciprocates the feeling. Fora right 
merry comedian, Freddys is well in it for the bun stakes, you bet. 


(Saturday, August 26, 1893, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FORK THR WEEK ENDING 2ND SEPTEMBEL, 1893. 


as 
27th August, 1840.—Mrs. Martha Rorke died this day at 
Donare, county of 


ildare, reported to be 133 years of age. 


a 

28th August 1889.—A paper of this date says: “ Another 
of the glories of Paris has departed. Thackeray, when in Paris 
constantly went to the old Café Veron. There he had laid down 
for his own special use a quantity of London porter. Few people 
knew of this, and fewer cared, so the porter remained in the cellar, 
An evening or two ago, two English Journalists and a naval otticer 
had the honour of drinking the last two pints of Thackeray's 
porter, with the best imitation of a porter-house steak to be obtained 
in France. The bottles bore the dust of yearsand the old-fashioned 
round label, ‘Genuine London Porter.’ The liquor, we are 
informed, was nectar fit for the gods. The memory of the mmporter 
was respectfully drunk by the consumers. Last year saw the end 
of the marvellous 1830 Scotch whisky bought by a former proprietor 
of the Café de Londres, He bought it in 1867 to sell to visitors. 
Somchow or other it was overlooked. During the war of 1870 it 
was hidden far below the ground of the cellar, and thus escaped 
both Prussian and Communist connoisseurs. Some journalists, 
however, got sceut of it, had it unearthed, and now it lives only in 
happy memory.” 


. h August, 1818.—Under this date Tom Moore, in his 
diary, tells a story of Stephen Kemble, who, sleeping at an inn ina 
country town, wis awakened at daybreak by a strange figure—a 
dwarf. standing by his bedside in extraordinary attire. Kemble 
raised himself and questioned the figure, which said: “1 ama 
dwarf, as you perceive ; 1 am come to exhibit at the fair to-morrow, 
and I have mistaken the bed-chamber. I suppose you are a giant 
come for the same purpose.” 


30th August, 1889.—A newspaper of this date says: “4 
terrible tight, almost to death, took place between a blind man and 
a& companion of his, who was paralysed, at Marseilles the other 
day. The two individuals lived together in a garret in the Rue 
des Serruriers, and had been associates for along time. On Sun- 
day evening, however, they fell out in their cups. They had 
ordered in a large quantity of wine and victuals, and after they 
had ate and drank to excess, the blind man—Augier by name— 
who is seventy years old, insisted on singing some of his comic 
songs. The vocalisation was found disagreeable by the paralytic 
perros Berens ote wanted to go to bed, and accordingly used 

ad language. Augier retorted in equally choice vernacular, and 
lung a bottle in the direction of his companion, Barriera next 
endeavoured to seize Augier, whom he bit on the face and hands. 
and the blind man took up a knife from the table and stabbed the 
paralytic in five places, Strange to say, Augier was able to escape 
down the stairs, and before the neighbours arrived, attracted to 
the room by the moans of the wounded man, the would-be mur. 
derer had succeeded in reaching some hiding-place, from which he 
has not yet been unearthed by the police.’ 


acta sti eee SSS ee 
31st August, 1888.—A paper of this date says that: * For 
some time past considerable irritation has prevailed among the 
owners of dogs in Newbury, in consequence of the animals being 
required to be muzzled by direction of the local authorities. 
During the summer a number of persons were summoned for non- 
compliance with the regulation. The order expired on Friday. 
and to celebrate the event a great procession of liberated doz: 
took place on Saturday. ‘The procession was headed by a band of 
music in a brake drawn by four horses, ridden bg red-coated 
postilions, The demonstration caused much amusement.” 


I 

lst September, 1881.—A young lawyer's clerk. named 
Francis Waldeck, this day blew his brains out at Steinmiiile. in 
fulfilment of the iniquituus conditions of a so-called * American 
duel,” in which he had engaged some months befure, The *com- 
batants” drew lots for their lives, the loser solemnly engayinz 
himself to commit suicide upon a certain day. 


San Sha eR Gr peas EE es 
2nd September, 1685.—Alice Lisle was this day execute! 
for sheltering a rebel. 


“GREAT PROPHET SLOPER.” 


ALLY SLOPER had read in the People adverts. 
How old Miller, the Newmarket prophet. 
Would give for all races the deadliest certs, 
And such counsel that no man might scoff it. 
“Not a soul,” wrote the seer, “ will dissatistied be 
If the bargain I offer he clinches, 
And forwards, by cheque or by order, to me 
Twenty bob for my Grand Special Pinches!” 


ALLY SLOPER remarked, being barren of brass, 
“I will follow the lead of old Miller, 
For surely a heap I thereby can amass 
Of what's called by the Highlanders ‘siller’!” 
And his heart by-and-by became light, and his frame 
Felt more tall by seven or eight inches ; 
For orders and cheques unremittingly came 
Day by day for his Grand Special Pinches ! 


ALLY SLOPER pursued his new game for a month, 
But. alas! he's now hid in a garret ; 

For tiercely and wildly and madly his unth- 
Ankful clients are craving his “claret.” 

Yes, his blood will be spilt if he’s caught by the mob ; 
He'll be tried by the law of Judge Lynch's; 

For. on getting each patron's lovd earned twenty bob, 
‘Twas of SNUFF he sent Grand Special Pinches! 


—_—_————— 


THE TIP LITERAL. 


“TELL you what it is, I'm sick of London, particularly at Bank 
Holiday times,” growled the young fellow from W arwickshire. 
“Why, I had the wust time at the Gar and Starter at Richmond « 
Monday that I ever remember. 1 took a little dona down there ou 
the sixpenny charrsbong—(that's what they called it, or somethin= 
very like it)—from Piccadilly Circus. When we got to Richmon: 
she says, ‘Better go to the good old Gar?’ and I says, ‘Right you 
are,’ and up there we toddled. Well, I never saw such a place— 
not even in Birmingham—before! They had a great big diuin 
room there with more than a hundred waiters a-flittin’ to und fre. 
We couldn't get served nohow : nary a waiter seemed to come our 
way. Fresently a nice ‘tly’ sort of a cove, who rode down on the 
seat behind us on the ‘charrybong,’ who was just tinishin’ his ham 
tea and fillin’ up on water-creasers, says, ‘ What, can't ye get tended 
to? ae have to tip one o’ the waiters if you want to 6 
served,’" 

“*Well,’ thinks I, ‘I can do that easy enough '—for I felt a bit 
wild at ‘aving waited sich a while, so the very next waiter that 
came skippin’ by with a whole pile o’ dishes up ona level with hi- 
chin. I sticks out my foot and tips him up in something less th ui 
a pig's whisper! Attended to? I should just think I did get attendes 
to—it was the quickest way to get attention I ever see ! May! 
never see Warwickshire again, I got attended to right on the spot 
Golly !—tell you what, 1 can feel the manager's heavy leather bovt 
even now!” 


Ewery Wednesday- Twropence- 


JUDY. 


Best Artists. Best Authors. 
EDITED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Satu 


First 
Secon 
—thea 


THE 
frown, 
concen 
a great 
bitter | 
chance 

Sudd 
face we 
“Come 

But | 
prospec 
the in 
hampet 
of gam 
instruc 

“You 

“Sha 
casting 

“No, 
SUspieie 
he add 
ar the 
thronel 
do bel 
beer’ 
ol some 
Then 


heiny + 
tribute 


a grud 
would t 
MeAnNne 
him a 
practie: 
prepaid 
refused 
open? 
UNTO 
aml wit 
went an 
Ford 
comeut 
wafted 
shithed, 
at lenet 
Sunn 
content 
Was cnt 
couple | 
had on 
words ¢ 
That 
himself 


Smit) 
Bust 
sOMe|eOu 


Aton-s 
Vere, 


aur 


Saturday, August 26, 1898.) 


SHALL CLERGYMEN SMOKE P 
[The above question is occupying considerable atteution just now.) 
SHALL clergymen smoke? 
Why, to ask ix a joke. 
Still, the question is current 
to-da: 


y. 
While, ria the Press, _ 
Some people say “ Yes, 
While others most strongly 
say “ Nay!” 


After dinner or feast, 
Why shouldn't a priest 
auete cits cigarette, or a 
clay 
‘Stead of raising one's bile, 
By saying (with smile), 
“Thanks, muchly, but 
must say ‘Nay '!” 


On smoking I dote, 
So, if wanted to vote 
On this question of * weeds” 
and the “cloth,” 
To the poll 1 should rush, 
Without any blush, 
And straightway should 
make the * Noes” wroth. 


HER PREFERENCE. 
First Pretty Dear. Are you fond of athletics, dear? 
Scond Pretty Dear. Oh, yes! But—er—I think | prefer—er—er 
—the athletes, don't you? (Agreed to nem. con. 
———-— 


A SEASONABLE PRESENT. 

THE editor sat alone in his sanctum, and a frown,a dull gloomy 
frown, clouded his broad classical brow. He was ining deeply, 
concentrating his whole thoughts on the subject in hand, as only 
a great mind can, peng tor whether he should go out and have a 
hitter with himself or hang on a little while longer on the otf 
chance of getting a brandy and seltzer out of a contributor. ‘i 

Suddenly a knock came at the door. The editor started, and his 
face wore a peaceful smile as he sank into his chair and called 
Come in” to the expected contributor. 

But a disappointment and yet a surprise awaited him. The 
prospect of a free drink vanished as the oftice-boy responded to 
the invitation to enter. The oftice-boy, bearing a large game 
hamper which he placed upon the tloor and remarking, “'’Amper 
of game for you, sir, carriage paid,” stood apparently awaiting 
Instructions, 

“You can go, Briggs,” said the editor, shortly. 

“Sha'n't—sha'n't 1 cut the string for you, sir?” asked the boy, 
casting a longing glance at the basket. 

“No, leave it,” said the editor roughly, with a glance full of 
suspicion, “Hang it.” 
he added to himself 
as the boy vanished 
throush the door, “I 
do believe the little 
t i's at the bottom 
of some plant.” 

Then he sat down 
aguinand mused. He 
hnew that — grouse 
shooting — bad com. 
mencel. but he was 
aloo aware that there 
Wis inany a poet and 
hemy a rejected con- 
tributor who owed him 
a grudge, and who 
would not be above the 
meanness of sending 
him aw brace of kittens, with a gamey height about them, as a 
practical revenge. Yes, he was sure that was it; the hamper was 
premud, too, showing the anxiety of the sender not to have it 
refused. Yes, without a doubt, it was a do, and yet he dare not 
open it, for, doubtless, half the office was in the joke and awaitin 
tuxiodsly to lug, But he'd see them hanged first, that he would 
aud with a vicious kick he sent the basket into the corner, and 
went out for his bitter. 

For doys that hamper stood there—no one opened it. Then the 
coments began to assert themselves, and the perfume that was 
wifted around was anything but ottar of roses. The ofiice 
shitied, squirmed, and held its nose, but the editor held out, though 
at length he was compelled to give way. 

Summoning Briggs, he bade him open the hamper and pitch the 
coutents away. Like a shot the boy had out his knife, the string 
was cut, the lid lifted, and there, packed closely together, were a 
couple of brace of —cats, not at all; a couple of brace of what 
had once been plump and magnificent grouse, now, alas! in the 
words of the song, gone past recall. 

That editor wiil carry the marks of the bruises, where he kicked 
himself, to the grave. 


——_.—_—_—_ 


5 GOT HIM! 
Sith, Tow de do? You're not looking well. 
fiuster, ve been looking as well as T can all the morning for 
soleone to stand mea drink. Are you on? 
(Adjournment tu Blue Pig proposed, seconded, and carried. 
———— 


GIRLS OF THE ‘FRIV.” 
No. 113.—PET MAGUIRE. 
WHEN Pet Maguire was Pet Malone, 
No music-hall artiste was known 
To sit so high upon the throne 
Of fame. 
But now she’s bound —the foolish 
minx !— 
To Mick Maguire by wedlock’s links, 
Aud into dark oblivion sinks 
Her name! 


She dances like a naiad still, 
Her song is as the wood-lark’s trill, 
No tithe of her superior skill 


Is gone. 
Yet she to obloquy is booked, 
Her reputation’s goose is cooked, 
Askance by all d'edite she's looked 
Upon! 


One course alone can still constrain 

A married songstress to remain 

Kenowned : and Pet has never ta’en 
That course. 

She's lived beneath a husband's sway 

For three long months and one long 


day, 
And has not yet applied fora 
Jivorce!!! 


—_————— 
. ON VIEW. 
. Mrs, Glatter. How is it, dear, that 


At one tf you are always so late for church now? 
An time vou were always the earliest there. 

Es Glitter, Ah. yes! but that was when our sent was near the 
ur. Now we havea bew ai ihe top of the aisle, you know. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


— 


THE SIAMESE LEGATION, 23 ASHBURN PLACE. S. KENSINGTON, 
August 12th, 18938. 

DEAR S1R,—I beg to inquire whether the sketch (in a recent 
edition of your paper) of “ ALLY SLOPER'S Interview with the 
King of Siam” is for enle? If so, I will be obli if you will 
kindly inform me as to the price you are charging for it a8 soon as 
possible. I remain, youira, etc., P. CHIR. 


19 BRUNSWICK STREET, BELFAST, August 14th, 1893. 
DEAR ALLY,— While I was visiting the Waxworks, in the 
Ulster Hall on Friday last, I came across an old eer bg who were 
fresh from the country. They did not know a single one of the 
celebrities who were portrayed in wax. On coming to every figure 
they would ask a young pe ee who was accompanying them, 
“who that feller was,” and of course they were told. On coming 
to a figure, the nasal organ of which was very prominently dis- 
played, the old fellow asked, “ And who may this be?" The young 
man informed him that it was Sir Wilfrid Lawson. “Get away, 
the old fellow almost shouted ; “don't try to fool me. You think 
don't know that nose. do ye? That's ALLY SLOPER, that's who 
it is!” To tell you the truth, Old Man, up till then, I had never 
sought there was any family resemblance between yourself and 
Sir Wilfrid. Believe me, ALLY, your fervent admirer, 
EDWARD HALPIN. 


—— 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 180. He Finns aN INCOMPARABLE SAVINGS BANK. 


THE Scum of Earth on Friday nights 
Takes stock of all the cash he's spent 
Tn seven days’ space on those delights 
Whereon his sensual soul is bent. 
The total found, the Man of Sin 
Compares that same with whatsoe’er 
Amount he spent on pleasure in 
The corresponding week last year. 


Last Friday night the Spendthrift sat 
Within his sanctum, looking glad. 
“Now, by my gamp, and by my hat, 
A downright glorious week I've had ! 
My heart's with joy been bubbling o'er 
From day to day with rare g cheer ; 
And yet methinks I squandered more 
The corresponding week last year!” 


He took his daybook from the shelf, 
And turned to August, Ninety-two: 
And then, low muttering to himeelf, 
He ran a week's expenses through. 
“Just seven half-crowns 1 spent in gin, 
Just twelve and nine in wine and beer, 
And eight and nine in smokes, within 
The corresponding week last year. 


“Just two pound three in ocean trips, 
Just one pound two in rural drive, 
Just eighteenpence in briny dips, 
In sundry pleasures one pound five. 
And all these tritling items, to 
A total reckoned, make it clear 
That six ten six i squandered, through 
The corresponding week last year!” 
* * e 


° 
And then the just-completed week's 
Expenses he began to jot. 
“Last Friday evening in my breeks 
I'd ten pounds four and sixpence got. 
And now that hoard has shrunk away 
‘To—let me see! . . . Great snakes alive! 
Although I've spent a week so gay, 
I'm still possessed of ten four five! 


‘Twas true. In seven days’ space the Wreck 
lad but one penay paid away 

For sport. And now he's off to deck 
iiis limbs in new and grand array. 

Each day he'd laid upon the shore, 
And craved no trips, no dips, no nips : 

So cha he'd been with pondering o'er 
His ha'penny Zarks/ and ha'penny Qu/pa. 


Ewery Thursday. One Halfpenny. 


QUIPS. 


A Story Paper for all Ages, Sexes and Sizes. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
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AN ACT OF KINDNESS. 

[A youth of seventeen was fivel twenty shillings for having struck his swect- 
heart’ because she was (unavoidably) two hours late in keeping an appointment 
with him.—/olice.} 

WITH a glow of love on his youthful face, 
The stripling went to the trysting-place 

To bill and coo with his lady bright 

At eight o'clock on St. Luhbock’s night. 

But hope deferred one's enjoyment steals, 

And his heart grew cool as he cooled his heels, 
And the love-gleam yielded to anger's tlame, 
For ‘twas ten o'clock when his lady came. 


At eight o'clock he had doubtless thought, 

While his eyes her form in the distance sought, 
That he'd welcome her to the trysting-place 

With a loving “smack " on her fair young face. 

At ten o'clock, when his sweetheart came, 

The smack was given, but—oh, for shame !— 
"Ywas a vastly different sort of smack, 

And her eye next morning was bruised and black! 


We can't commend such a deed unkind, 

And no doubt the stripling was justly fined, 

Yet we think ‘twere well—and, in speaking thus, 
Many mourning wives will agree with us— 

If every youth who is tempered so 

As to give to a woman an angry blow, 

Were to “show his hand,” and to lift his hand, 
Ere he and his love at the altar stand, 

Rather than wait till a future yd 

When she can’t escape from his brutal sway ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

Psbad Bia Ludgate Circus like the letter F ?—Because it's a centre 
of “traflic.” 

Why is the letter C like a refuaal to pay a pugnacious solicitor 
his fee 2—Because it may make lawyer claw yer. 

Wuy did Scott, when pening his “ Lay of the Last Minstrel.” 
resemble the earth ?— use he wrote “eights,” and the earth 
rotates also. 

Wuy is Paderewski like a childless nobleman ?—Decause he has 
got no little heir (no little hair!) 

WHy are spring poems like Latin nouns’—Because they are 
declined in 60 many cases. 


ZEPHANIAH P. SUGG. 
(A Romance or Satt Lake City.) 
ee 
CHAPTER XIII. 

ZEPHANIAH J. wasa popular monarch, mainly because he was 
an easy-going individual who bothered himeclf litth: about the 
cares of the State, and 
was quite agreeable to 
divide up the pretty 
numerous ex-queen 
among his subjects as 
far as there was enough 
of her to go round. All 
appearance of invidious 
favouritism was avoided 
by the proclamation of 
a prize drawing under 
State supervision. The 
savages were invited to 
take shares, and they 
were in such demand 
that they had to be 
auctioned. The result 
was !a considerable in- 
come to the royal 
coffers, and Zephaniah 
soon found himself in 

ion of sufticient 
wealth to have cleared 
his liabilities at Salt 
Lake Citv. and to have 
left a considerable bal- 
ance. He had, how- 
ever, no intention of 
returning there at 
present, and was quite 
content to rule justly 
and to receive the 
adulatory gifts of the 
numerous community, 

The drawing for wives wasa huge success, The ladies had no 
objections to phanging their royal State for the comforts afforded 
by a husband to each individual, and the lucky winners in the 
draw had no difficulty with their spouses. The tyranny of 
chance made some curiously assorted couples, Some of the 
youthful prize-winners obtained mature females, and race rersa, 

ut all round matters were fairly satisfactory. A general wedding 
day was proclaimed, the festivities were prolonged and hilvrious, 
and two widows fell into the hands of the State ax the nucleus of 
another prize drawing, their husbands having got drunk and killed 
one another with clubs, 

The only discontented people on the island were those who had 
failed to obtain prizes in the first or the supplementary driwing 
for the widows, and as these were in a minority and did not in the 
least degree blame the king, Zephaniah could be said to reign not 
only by right of conquest, but by popular acclaim. 

Besides, Zephaniah was a wise and judicious monarch in other 
matters than that of the wives of the late king. In the interests of 
temperance and the royal revenues, he passed a law making it 

penal for anyone to make or sell whisky unless granted a permit 
rom the king. The measure was not unopposed, but it was ulti- 


it being ad. 
MONARK &< 


Opened a whisky saloon. 


mitted that 
the king, 
having yiven 
the yeas 
their demands 
on the wives 
question, 
ought to have 
something as 
a reward for 
his com- 
plaisance. 

Then Zepha- 
niah I. opened 
a superior 
whisky saloon, 
and having 
the fall right 
of local and 
general veto 
on all rival 
establish- 
Mneuts, — sevOn 
Degan to scoop 
in a fortune. 
Yo the com- 
forts afforded 
by a first-class whisky bar he added a roulette table, and as he held 
the bank, merely that fair play might be observed, he rapidly began 
to realise a fortune. All the ready cash—mainly nuggets of gold, 
pearls, uncut diamonds and other securities—hegan to fall into his 
possession, and Zephaniah carefully packed these into handy 
parcels for rapid transit in case he might have to depart suddenly 
rome day in consequence of another revolt. He had no fear of 
anything of the kind just at present, but, with the canine of his 
predecessor before him, he thought it well to be prepared for any- 
thing unpleasant turning up. 

And thus he spent a happy, prosperous and busy time. No eare 
clouded his brow. In course of six months he calculated that he 
was worth many thousands of pounds, and as the store of niiive 
valuables decreased in other hands and increased in his. he thought 
of how he could best accomplish their transport to civilised linds, 
where he could realise on them. He resolved to build a canoe, and 
at this job he employed a number of the natives, It was nota 
splendid vessel, but it sailed fairly weil, and there was good stow- 
age accommodation. When it was completed, King Zephaniah 
found great comfort in sailing it himself, and took short voyages 
round his dominions. Then he gradually gathered all his valuables 
on board of it as a sort of storehouse, and was ready for any emer. 
gency. 

The emergency came. One day a steamer cast anchor off the 


A happy time. 


The roya) canoc. 


island, and on the deck of that steamer were seventeen ladies 
shading their faces from the brilliant sun by seventeen pink 
parasols! 

(To be continued next week.) 


“F.O.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


Siesan MASCAGNE, BLO.S. 


© From the very moment of his birth the illustrious subject of 
this week’s sketelrevineed a decided partiality for music, aud 
Vis parcnts having ne soul for sume, endeavoured, upon every 
te treat them ta a vocal selection with the possible 
of cnsegdertng a liking for melody in their breasts. In 
worthy obreet, however, he Was unfortunately unsuccessful, 
senmeh so, titoed, that Mascagni pe reet mere refused, at lengta, 
footer hit the shelter of their roof, amd, while still in swadd 
ling clothes, he was handel over for adoption to a travelling 
orgsanesrinder, Here it was that he studied harmony, and the 
artof existing upon sixpennyworth of black brew! and garlic 
a week, but not being altogether satistiod with his researches 
in the litter direction he gave his master the slip when about 
ten atid rambled o’er many lands, existing upon the proceeds of 
an entertainment in which he and a penny tin whistle played 
tie Jewling parts. Happening, fortunately, to meet with A. 
Sherrie in the eourse of his rambles, that distinguishel impres- 
rare quickly saw that Mascagni had talent, which only needet 
cultivation. fle at once procured proper instruction for our 
tere, Who mnwle rapid) prog . Wrote operas, and is to-day one 
ot society's petted lions, Chiefly because he’s an eminent com- 
poeer he was ereated F.O.S. and the * Aware of Merit’ presented 
to liam, Apri 2nd, sua" Debrett Improved. 


“OH, 


“But, cual, halfa moment; Tyust want to kiss my cousin '* 
“You inst step where you are, young gentleman Til look 


after thet.” 


IN TRADE 
Entire builder's plant for sale, cheap. 


GREAT DEPRESSION 


London: Printed at the Camden Press, 110 


DOISY, DIISY, GIMME YER HAWNSER OU!” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


HE LOOKED IT, TOO! 


First Wye. L must say my husband is as regular as a clock, he comes home punctually at seven o'clock in town. 


Second Wye. Ob, George is very punctual. too. Exactly at seven he goes out to his club. 


INSTRUCTIO 


(1) “Aha! Glad‘you've plucked up courage to do the trip by boat,” shouted Cheep- 
tripps to his friend Sittiman, when they met on the steamer’s deck. “You keep your 
eye on a ronzh old sea-dog like me, and you'll learn a tip or two about the ways of 
the deep! I'llshow you how to get your ‘sea-legs ‘on you in the twinkling of a marlin- 
spike."——(2) “Now, when she gets a nasty roll to starboard on her, like this, all you 
have todo is to step out boldly with "——Crash ! crash ! bump ! * Oh lor !”-—-(3) “ Got 
wrong that time, somehow ! ,This is more the correct action. That's better! Great 


OUR COLONIAL COUSINS. 


“Oh, dear no, my dear, 1 was not presented at court, but 


Jack was—and he got off with a small fine!” 


ope 


GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. 


No. 76.— Juanita. 
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i. & 
THE SEASIDE. 
Shopman, Tain very sorry we have only two yarls of 
that material left, madam, and the width is narrow 
Customer, Thanks; that will be euvugh, 1 ouly want 
to make myself a bathing dress. 


Vol. | 


Mistress. Why, Bridget, what have you been sticking 
those nails in the thermometer for ? 

Bridget. Shure, 'm, didn't the master say it wevld 
roise whin the weather was hot? Shure, an’ I thoughs 
au few nails loike that ‘ud be a raal convayniance to it! 


GRATIS. 
- Sy 


Mii. 


N 


iff 
i — 
J *. y 


tip to keep your eye on the deck. -See ?"——(4) “ Keep your balance, my boy, an! 
—Whoop! Shiver my binnacle! Beg a thousand pardons, ma‘um 1" He-e-e-elp 
Murder! Thieves! Police!” shrieked Mrs. Pinfeathers, as Cheeptripps bounde:| 
impetuously into her arms.—5) “What am 1 doing now?” he remarked. 
a little later. “I'm (ob, uch!)—I'm studying the waves. Always make @ 
point of doing this!"—(6) “Yes. Go away. Shall lie here for the rest of the 
voyage. Experienced sailors always do this, you know! Great tip!” 


HE KNEW. 


Po. An’ phowat the divil, now, Tim, 's the maui" 
A.M. and P.M. ? 

Tun, Sure, it’s merely the price. 
ha‘penny a moile, an’ P.M, a penny. 


Ye see, AM. ' 


Son iSlies  Flon Street, nC ay, August 2b, 1593. Jon 
E.C.—Saturday, August 26, love poe 
strange d 


